Katharine Weber 

108 BEACON ROAD, BETHANY, CONNECTICUT 06524 



December 4, 1995 



Dear Harold, 



I wonder if you have any thoughts about this. I requested Sidney's 
records from the FBI in December of 1992, though the completed request, 
i.e., my letter by return mail acknowledging that I would pay for 
photocopying of the 800 plus pages, is dated April 13, 1993. The 
enclosed fax copy (the easiest way here in my office that I can make a 
copy of a document, though it's impermanent) is the latest in my annoying 
correspondence with the FBI. Do I have any recourse? By the time my 
turn comes will I be so old and senile I won't remember who Sidney 
Kaufman was? Note that my simple inquiry dated October 6th wasn't 
answered until November 29th. 

I've now read through most of your book and I remain deeply 
impressed with the depth and breadth of your knowledge. I do wish they 
had included that index, though, as I think the book itself, the physical 
book, is not very user-friendly, as they say. The American people, it 
seems to me, were unable to keep more than one thing in their minds at a 
time. It's no different today; O.J. Simpson is free because it seemed 
too difficult for people — the jury and a large percentage of the public 
-- to grasp the notion that the L.A.P.D. had framed a guilty man. 

I don't know if I ever told you about my odd acquaintenceship with 
Jackie. I knew her through her daughter, and I spent a whole long day 
with her once, about fifteen years ago, helping her buy a houseload of 
antique furniture. (We live with a lot of American primitive furniture, 
and Caroline had wanted her mother to see our house; that's how it 
evolved.) The night before she was due to come to our house for lunch 
and then a day of shopping (I mean, Jackie was coming for lunch! Then 
we were going shopping!) I had fitful waking dreams of how the day would 
go. In the dream, I kept blurting out directions to the chauffeur with 
phrases like "turn left up there at that grassy knoll," and "We take the 
right turn after the plaza." Then, incongruously, the actual chauffeur's 
actual name was Lee, as in Radziwill and Harvey Oswald. We did not speak 
of grassy knolls. 



T/ 



But at a dinner party at Jackie's once, the journalist John Russell 
and I were trying to explain the Freedom of Information Act to her. She 
was astonished. "Does this mean," she said, eyes wide, "That any little 
Russian spy can get all our secrets?" 







